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of his subconscious nature were much more formidable than his
rational schemes; and so by a sort of automatic protective instinct
he kept them subconscious!
Had Nell's wits not been purged of idealistic vapour by the
white rays of the great planet she might have missed the singu-
larity of this request. As it was, she was shrewdly struck by it.
With quick feminine craft she concealed her surprise. But in her
heart she actually formed the words with which she would com-
ment upon this episode to William Zoyland.
"Manufacturers don't as a rule try and stave off the arrival
of agitators by appealing to their relatives, do they, Will?'5 And .
she could hear the bellowing "Ha! Ha! Ha!" with which William
would receive this sally.
"No, I'll be careful, Mr. Crow,5' she said. "I'll be careful! Not
that I often write to poor Dave. We're only half-brothers, you
know."
Tom Barter, his eyes fixed on his own old-fashioned gold watch
chain from which hung the good upper-middle-class, county-
family seal of the Barters of Norfolk, thought to himself, "Think
of that funny little Johnny Crow turning up in town! Aye, but
I'll be glad to see the little urchin again." And then Tom Bar-
ter's mind ceased suddenly to think in definite words. The "little
river" and the "big river" at Northwold, the Bridge at Didling-
ton, were more than words. Such memories as they held could
not be put even by the practical, cynical, lecherous Tom, into any
human sentence. Whitelake Cottage vanished away, as he fum-
bled with his father's ancestral seal, a tall heron standing on one
leg. All these people vanished away. He only felt the presence
of little Johnny Crow. He only felt the cold strong wind in the
reeds of the Wissey. There was no longer any well-run office, no
longer any factory by Wookey Hole. The smell of the bottom
of a boat came over him so vividly that if he had not been the
practical manager of three factories, he would have walked
straight out of that house.
"Tomorrow I shall see little Johnny," he thought. And then
he thought, "I'd give a hundred pounds to sleep one night with
this girl here!"
Philip himself had now resumed his direct attack upon Wil-